Innocence; and Wisdom He.
That cognomen sounded best
Considering what wild infancy
Drove horror from His Mother's breast.

THE FOOL BY THE ROADSIDE

WHEN all works that have

From cradle run to grave

From grave to cradle run instead;

When thoughts that a fool

Has wound upon a spool

Are but loose thread, are but loose thread;

When cradle and spool are past
And I mere shade at last
Coagulate of stuff
Transparent like the wind,
I think that I may find
A faithful love, a faithful love*

OWEN AHERNE AND HIS DANCERS
I
A STRANGE thing surely that my Heart, when love had
come unsought
Upon the Norman upland or in that poplar shade,
Shotild find no burden but itself and yet should be
worn out*
It could not bear that burden and therefore it went
mad*
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